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MARVOIL 


A poor clerk I, ‘Arnaut the less’ they call me, 
And because I have small mind to sit 

Day long, long day cooped on a stool 
A-jumbling o’ figures for Maitre Jacques Polin, 
I ha’ taken to rambling the South here. 


The Vicomte of Beziers ’s not such a bad lot. 

I made rimes to his lady this three year: 

Vers and canzone, till that damn’d son of Aragon, 

Alfonso the half-bald, took to hanging 

His helmet at Beziers. 

Then came what might come, to wit: three men and 
one woman, 

Beziers off at Mont-Ausier, I and his lady 

Singing the stars in the turrets of Beziers, 

And one lean Aragonese cursing the seneschal 

To the end that you see, friends: 


Aragon cursing in Aragon, Beziers busy at Beziers— 

Bored to an inch of extinction, 

Tibors all tongue and temper at Mont-Ausier, 

Me! in this damn’d inn of Avignon, 

Stringing long verse for the Burlatz; 

All for one half-bald, knock-knee’d king of the 
Aragonese, 

Alfonso, Quattro, poke-nose. 
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And if when I am dead 

They take the trouble to tear out this wall here, 

They’ll know more of Arnaut of Marvoil 

Than half his canzoni say of him. 

As for will and testament I leave none, 

Save this: ‘Vers and canzone to the Countess of 
Beziers 

In return for the first kiss she gave me.’ 

May her eyes and her cheek be fair 

To all men except the King of Aragon, 

And may I come speedily to Beziers 

Whither my desire and my dream have preceded 


me. 


O hole in the wall here! be thou my jongleur 

As ne’er had I other, and when the wind blows, 

Sing thou the grace of the Lady of Beziers, 

For even as thou art hollow before I fill thee with this 
parchment, 

So is my heart hollow when she filleth not mine eyes, 

And so were my mind hollow, did she not fill utterly 
my thought. 


Wherefore, O hole in the wall here, 

When the wind blows sigh thou for my sorrow 
That I have not the Countess of Beziers 

Close in my arms here. 

Even as thou shalt soon have this parchment. 
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SESTINA: ALTAFORTE 


Loguitur: En Bertrans de Born 
Dante Alighieri put this man in hell ‘for that he was a stirrer 
up of strife. 
Eccovi! 
Judge ye! 
Have I dug him up again? 
The scene is at his castle, Altaforte. “Papiols’ is his jongleur. 
‘The Leopard’, the device of Richard Cceur de Lion. 
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Damn it all! all this our South stinks peace. 

You whoreson dog, Papiols, come! Let’s to music! 

I have no life save when the swords clash. 

But ah! when I see the standards gold, vair, purple, 
opposing 

And the broad fields beneath them turn crimson, 

Then howls my heart nigh mad with rejoicing. 


II 


In hot summer have I great rejoicing 

When the tempests kill the earth’s foul peace, 

And the lightnings from black heav’n flash crimson, 

And the fierce thunders roar me their music 

And the winds shriek through the clouds mad, 
opposing, 

And through all the riven skies God’s swords clash. 
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III 


Hell grant soon we hear again the swords clash. 
And the shrill neighs of destriers in battle rejoicing, 
Spiked breast to spiked breast opposing! 

Better one hour’s stour than a year’s peace 

With fat boards, bawds, wine and frail music! 

Bah! there’s no wine like the blood’s crimson! 


IV 


And I love to see the sun rise blood-crimson. 
And I watch his spears through the dark clash 
And it fills all my heart with rejoicing 

And pries wide my mouth with fast music 
When I see him so scorn and defy peace, 

His lone might ’gainst all darkness opposing. 
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The man who fears war and squats opposing 

My words for stour, hath no blood of crimson, 
But is fit only to rot in womanish peace 

Far from where worth’s won and the swords clash 
For the death of such sluts I go rejoicing; 

Yea, I fill all the air with my music. 


VI 
Papiols, Papiols, to the music! 
There’s no sound like to swords swords opposing, 
No cry like the battle’s rejoicing 
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When our elbows and swords drip the crimson 
And our charges ’gainst ‘The Leopard’s’ rush clash. 
May God damn for ever all who cry ‘Peace!’ 


Vil 


And let the music of the swords make them crimson! 
Hell grant soon we hear again the swords clash! 
Hell blot black for always the thought ‘Peace’! 
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ob 
BALLATETTA 


The light became her grace and dwelt among 
Blind eyes and shadows that are formed as men; 
Lo, how the light doth melt us into song: 


The broken sunlight for a healm she beareth 

Who hath my heart in jurisdiction. 

In wild-wood never fawn nor fallow fareth 

So silent light; no gossamer is spun 

So delicate as she is, when the sun 

Drives the clear emeralds from the bended grasses 
Lest they should parch too swiftly, where she passes. 


4 
PORTRAIT D’UNE FEMME 


Your mind and you are our Sargasso Sea, 

London has swept about you this score years 

And bright ships left you this or that in fee: 

Ideas, old gossip, oddments of all things, 

Strange spars of knowledge and dimmed wares of price. 
Great minds have sought you—lacking someone else. 
You have been second always. Tragical? 

No. You preferred it to the usual thing: 

One dull man, dulling and uxorious, 

One average mind—with one thought less each year. 
Oh, you are patient, I have seen you sit 

Hours, where something might have floated up. 

And now you pay one. Yes, you richly pay. 

You are a person of some interest, one comes to you 
And takes strange gain away: 

Trophies fished up; some curious suggestion; 

Fact that leads nowhere; and a tale or two, 
Pregnant with mandrakes, or with something else 
That might prove useful and yet never proves, 

That never fits a corner or shows use, 

Or finds its hour upon the loom of days: 

The tarnished, gaudy, wonderful old work; 

Idols and ambergris and rare inlays, 

These are your riches, your great store; and yet 

For all this sea-hoard of deciduous things, 
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_ Strange woods half sodden, and new brighter stuff: 
_ In the slow float of differing light and deep, 
No! there is nothing! In the whole and all, 
Nothing that’s quite your own. 

Yet this is you. 


EP :B 1? 


o 
A GIRL 


The tree has entered my hands, 

The sap has ascended my arms, 

The tree has grown in my breast— 
Downward, 

The branches grow out of me, like arms. 


Tree you are, 

Moss you are, 

You are violets with wind above them. 
A child—so high—you are, 

And all this is folly to the world. 
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THE SEAFARER 


FRom THE ANGLO-SAXON 


May I for my own self song’s truth reckon, 
Journey’s jargon, how I in harsh days 
Hardship endured oft. 

Bitter breast-cares have I abided, 

Known on my keel many a care’s hold, 

And dire sea-surge, and there I oft spent 
Narrow nightwatch nigh the ship’s head 

While she tossed close to cliffs. Coldly afflicted, 
My feet were by frost benumbed. 

Chill its chains are; chafing signs 

Hew my heart round and hunger begot 
Mere-weary mood. Lest man know not 

That he on dry land loveliest liveth, 

List how I, care-wretched, on ice-cold sea, 
Weathered the winter, wretched outcast 
Deprived of my kinsmen; 

Hung with hard ice-flakes, where hail-scur flew, 
There I heard naught save the harsh sea 

And ice-cold wave, at whiles the swan cries, 
Did for my games the gannet’s clamour. 
Sea-fowls’ loudness was for me laughter, 

The mews’ singing all my mead-drink. 

Storms, on the stone-cliffs beaten, fell on the stern 
In icy feathers; full oft the eagle screamed 
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With spray on his pinion. 
Not any protector 
May make merry man faring needy. 
This he little believes, who aye in winsome life 
Abides ’mid burghers some heavy business, 
Wealthy and wine-flushed, how I weary oft 
Must bide above brine. 
Neareth nightshade, snoweth from north, 
Frost froze the land, hail fell on earth then, 
Corn of the coldest. Nathless there knocketh now 
The heart’s thought that I on high streams 
The salt-wavy tumult traverse alone. 
Moaneth alway my mind’s lust 
That I fare forth, that I afar hence 
Seek out a foreign fastness. 
For this there’s no mood-lofty man over earth’s midst, 
Not though he be given his good, but will have in his 
youth greed; 
Nor his deed to the daring, nor his king to the faithful 
But shall have his sorrow for sea-fare 
Whatever his lord will. 
He hath not heart for harping, nor in ring-having 
Nor winsomeness to wife, nor world’s delight 
Nor any whit else save the wave’s slash, 
Yet longing comes upon him to fare forth on the water. 
Bosque taketh blossom, cometh beauty of berries, 
Fields to fairness, land fares brisker, 
All this admonisheth man eager of mood, 
The heart turns to travel so that he then thinks 
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On flood-ways to be far departing. 
Cuckoo calleth with gloomy crying, 
He singeth summerward, bodeth sorrow, 
The bitter heart’s blood. Burgher knows not— 
He the prosperous man—what some perform 
Where wandering them widest draweth. 
So that but now my heart burst from my breastlock, 
My mood ’mid the mere-flood, 
Over the whale’s acre, would wander wide. 
On earth’s shelter cometh oft to me, 
Eager and ready, the crying lone-flyer, 
Whets for the whale-path the heart irresistibly, 
O’er tracks of ocean; seeing that anyhow 
My lord deems to me this dead life 
On loan and on land, I believe not 
That any earth-weal eternal standeth 
Save there be somewhat calamitous 
That, ere a man’s tide go, turn it to twain. 
Disease or oldness or sword-hate 
Beats out the breath from doom-gripped body. 
And for this, every earl whatever, for those speaking 
after— 
Laud of the living, boasteth some last word, 
That he will work ere he pass onward, 
Frame on the fair earth ’gainst foes his malice, 
Daring ado,... 
So that all men shall honour him after 
And his laud beyond them remain ’mid the English, 
Aye, for ever, a lasting life’s-blast, 
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Delight ’mid the doughty. 

Days little durable, 
And all arrogance of earthen riches, 
There come now no kings nor Caesars 
Nor gold-giving lords like those gone. 
Howe’er in mirth most magnified, 
Whoe’er lived in life most lordliest, 
Drear all this excellence, delights undurable! 
Waneth the watch, but the world holdeth. 
Tomb hideth trouble. The blade is layed low. 
Earthly glory ageth and seareth. 
No man at all going the earth’s gait, 
But age fares against him, his face paleth, 
Grey-haired he groaneth, knows gone companions, 
Lordly men, are to earth o’ergiven, 
Nor may he then the flesh-cover, whose life ceaseth, 
Nor eat the sweet nor feel the sorry, 
Nor stir hand nor think in mid heart, 
And though he strew the grave with gold, 
His born brothers, their buried bodies 
Be an unlikely treasure hoard. 
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THE PICTURE! 
The eyes of this dead lady speak to me, 
For here was love, was not to be drowned out. 


And here desire, not to be kissed away. 
The eyes of this dead lady speak to me. 


dk 
OF JACOPO DEL SELLAIO 
This man knew out the secret ways of love, 
No man could paint such things who did not know. 
And now she’s gone, who was his Cyprian, 


And you are here, who are “The Isles’ to me. 


And here’s the thing that lasts the whole thing out 
The eyes of this dead lady speak to me. 


Venus Reclining, by Jacopo del Sellaio (1442-93), 
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THE RETURN 


See, they return; ah, see the tentative 
Movements, and the slow feet, 

The trouble in the pace and the uncertain 
Wavering! 


See, they return, one, and by one, 
With fear, as half-awakened; 
As if the snow should hesitate 
And murmur in the wind, 
and half turn back; 
These were the ‘Wing’d-with-Awe’, 
Inviolable. 


Gods of the wingéd shoe! 
With them the silver hounds, 
sniffing the trace of air! 


Haie! Haie! 

These were the swift to harry; 
These the keen-scented; 
These were the souls of blood. 


Slow on the leash, 
pallid the leash-men! 
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THE ALCHEMIST 


Chant for the Transmutation of Metals 


Sail of Claustra, Aelis, Azalais, 

As you move among the bright trees; 

As your voices, under the larches of Paradise 

Make a clear sound, 

Safl of Claustra, Aelis, Azalais, 

Raimona, Tibors, Berangéré, 

*Neath the dark gleam of the sky; 

Under night, the peacock-throated, 

Bring the saffron-coloured shell, 

Bring the red gold of the maple, 

Bring the light of the birch tree in autumn 

Mirals, Cembelins, Audiarda, 
Remember this fire. 

Elain, Tireis, Alemena 

*Mid the silver rustling of wheat, 

Agradiva, Anhes, Ardenca, 

From the plum-coloured lake, in stillness, 

From the molten dyes of the water 

Bring the burnished nature of fire; 

Briseis, Lianor, Loica, 

From the wide earth and the olive, 

From the poplars weeping their amber, 

By the bright flame of the fishing torch 
Remember this fire. 


_ Midonz, with the gold of the sun, the leaf of the poplar, 
by the light of the amber, 
Midonz, daughter of the sun, shaft of the tree, silver 
of the leaf, light of the yellow of the amber, 
Midonz, gift of the God, gift of the light, gift of the 
amber of the sun, 
Give light to the metal. 
Anhes of Rocacoart, Ardenca, Aemelis, 
From the power of grass, 
From the white, alive in the seed, 
From the heat of the bud, 
From the copper of the leaf in autumn, 
From the bronze of the maple, from the sap in the 
bough; 
Lianor, Ioanna, Loica, 
By the stir of the fin, 
By the trout asleep in the grey green of water; 
Vanna, Mandetta, Viera, Alodetta, Picarda, Manuela 
From the red gleam of copper, 
Ysaut, Ydone, slight rustling of leaves, 
Vierna, Jocelynn, daring of spirits, 
By the mirror of burnished copper, 
O Queen of Cypress, 
Out of Erebus, the flat-lying breadth, 
Breath that is stretched out beneath the world: 
Out of Erebus, out of the flat waste of air, lying 
beneath the world; 
Out of the brown leaf-brown colourless 
Bring the imperceptible cool. 
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Elain, Tireis, Alemena, 
Quiet this metal! 
Let the manes put off their terror, let them put off 
their aqueous bodies with fire. 
Let them assume the milk-white bodies of agate. 
Let them draw together the bones of the metal. 


Selvaggia, Guiscarda, Mandetta, 

Rain flakes of gold on the water 
Azure and flaking silver of water, 
Alcyon, Phetona, Alcmena, 
Pallor of silver, pale lustre of Latona, 
By these, from the malevolence of the dew 

Guard this alembic. 
Elain, Tireis, Alodetta 

Quiet this metal. 
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THE CONDOLENCE 


A mis soledades voy, 
De mis soledades vengo, 
Porque por andar conmigo 
Mi bastan mis pensamientos. 
LoprE DE VEGA 
O my fellow sufferers, songs of my youth, 
A lot of asses praise you because you are ‘virile’, 
We, you, I! We are ‘Red Bloods’! 
Imagine it, my fellow sufferers— 
Our maleness lifts us out of the ruck, 
Who’d have foreseen it? 


O my fellow sufferers, we went out under the trees, 
We were in especial bored with male stupidity. 
We went forth gathering delicate thoughts, 
Our ‘fantastikon’ delighted to serve us. 
We were not exasperated with women, 
for the female is ductile. 


And now you hear what is said to us: 
We are compared to that sort of person 
Who wanders about announcing his sex 
As if he had just discovered it. 

Let us leave this matter, my songs, 


and return to that which concerns us. 
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THE GARDEN 


En robe de parade. 
SAMAIN 


Like a skein of loose silk blown against a wall 
She walks by the railing of a path 

in Kensington Gardens, 
And she is dying piece-meal 


of a sort of emotional anzemia. 


And round about there is a rabble 
Of the filthy, sturdy, unkillable infants of the very poor. 
They shall inherit the earth. 


In her is the end of breeding. 
Her boredom is exquisite and excessive. 
She would like some one to speak to her, 
And is almost afraid that I 

will commit that indiscretion. 
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13 
COMMISSION 


Go, my songs, to the lonely and the unsatisfied, 

Go also to the nerve-racked, go to the enslaved-by- 
convention, 

Bear to them my contempt for their oppressors. 

Go as a great wave of cool water, 

Bear my contempt of oppressors. 


Speak against unconscious oppression, 

Speak against the tyranny of the unimaginative, 
Speak against bonds. 

Go to the bourgeoise who is dying of her ennuis, 
Go to the women in suburbs. 

Go to the hideously wedded, 

Go to them whose failure is concealed, 

Go to the unluckily mated, 

Go to the bought wife, 

Go to the woman entailed. 


Go to those who have delicate lust, 

Go to those whose delicate desires are thwarted, 

Go like a blight upon the dullness of the world; 

Go with your edge against this, 

Strengthen the subtle cords, 

Bring confidence upon the alge and the tentacles of the 
soul. 
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Go in a friendly manner, 

Go with an open speech. 

Be eager to find new evils and new good, 

Be against all forms of oppression. 

Go to those who are thickened with middle age, 
To those who have lost their interest. 


Go to the adolescent who are smothered in family— 

Oh how hideous it is 

To see three generations of one house gathered 
together! 

It is like an old tree with shoots, 

And with some branches rotted and falling. 


Go out and defy opinion, 


Go against this vegetable bondage of the blood. 
Be against all sorts of mortmain. 
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THE TEMPERAMENTS 


Nine adulteries, 12 liaisons, 64 fornications and 
something approaching a rape 

Rest nightly upon the soul of our delicate friend 
Florialis, 

And yet the man is so quiet and reserved in de- 
meanour 

That he passes for both bloodless and sexless. 

Bastidides, on the contrary, who both talks and writes 
of nothing save copulation, 

Has become the father of twins, 

But he accomplished this feat at some cost; 

He had to be four times cuckold. 


lo 


THE FAUN 


Ha! sir, I have seen you sniffing and snoozling about 
among my flowers. 

And what, pray, do you know about horticulture, 
you capriped? 

‘Come, Auster, come, Apeliota, 

And see the faun in our garden. 

But if you move or speak 

This thing will run at you 

And scare itself to spasms.’ 
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PHYLLIDULA 


Phyllidula is scrawny but amorous, 

Thus have the gods awarded her, 

That in pleasure she receives more than she can give; 
If she does not count this blessed 

Let her change her religion. 


i? 
SOCIETY 


The family position was waning, 

And on this account the little Aurelia, 

Who had laughed on eighteen summers, 
Now bears the palsied contact of Phidippus. 


is 
EPITAPHS 


Ful 
Fu I loved the high cloud and the hill, 
Alas, he died of alcohol. 


Li Po 
And Li Po also died drunk. 
He tried to embrace a moon 


In the Yellow River. 
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SONG OF THE BOWMEN OF SHU 


Here we are, picking the first fern-shoots 

And saying: When shall we get back to our country? 

Here we are because we have the Ken-nin for our 
foemen, 

We have no comfort because of these Mongols. 

We grub the soft fern-shoots, 

When anyone says ‘Return’, the others are full of 
Sorrow. 

Sorrowful minds, sorrow is strong, we are hungry and 
thirsty. 

Our defence is not yet made sure, no one ean let his 
friend return. 

We grub the old fern-stalks. 

We say: Will we be let to go back in October? 

There is no ease in royal affairs, we have no comfort. 

Our sorrow is bitter, but we would not return to our 
country. 

What flower has come into blossom? 

Whose chariot? The General’s. 

Horses, his horses even, are tired. They were strong. 

We have no rest, three battles a month. 

By heaven, his horses are tired. 

The generals are on them, the soldiers are by them. 

The horses are well trained, the generals have ivory 
arrows and quivers ornamented with fish-skin. 
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The enemy is swift, we must be careful. 

When we set out, the willows were drooping with 
spring, 

We come back in the snow, 

We go slowly, we are hungry and thirsty, 

Our mind is full of sorrow, who will know of our grief? 


By Bunno 
Reputedly 1100 B.C. 
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THE RIVER-MERCHANT’S WIFE 


A LETTER 


While my hair was still cut straight across my forehead 
I played about the front gate, pulling flowers. 

You came by on bamboo stilts, playing horse, 

You walked about my seat, playing with blue plums. 
And we went on living in the village of Chokan: 

Two small people, without dislike or suspicion. 


At fourteen I married My Lord you. 

I never laughed, being bashful. 

Lowering my head, I looked at the wall. 

Called to, a thousand times, I never looked back. 


At fifteen I stopped scowling, 
I desired my dust to be mingled with yours 
For ever and for ever and for ever. 


Why should I climb the look out? 


At sixteen you departed, 

You went into far Ku-to-yen, by the river of swirling 
eddies, 

And you have been gone five months. 

The monkeys make sorrowful noise overhead. 
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You dragged your feet when you went out. 

By the gate now, the moss is grown, the different 
mosses, 

Too deep to clear them away! 

The leaves fall early this autumn, in wind. 

The paired butterflies are already yellow with August 

Over the grass in the West garden; 

They hurt me. I grow older. 

If you are coming down through the narrows of the 
river Kiang, 

Please let me know beforehand, 

And I will come out to meet you 

As far as Cho-fu-Sa. 


By Rihaku 
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EXILE’S LETTER 


To So-Kin of Rakuyo, ancient friend, Chancellor of Gen. 

Now I remember that you built me a special tavern 

By the south side of the bridge at Ten-Shin. 

With yellow gold and white jewels, we paid for songs 
and laughter 

And we were drunk for month on month, forgetting the 
kings and princes. 

Intelligent men came drifting in from the sea and from 
the west border, 

And with them, and with you especially 

There was nothing at cross purpose, 

And they made nothing of sea-crossing or of mountain- 
crossing, 

If only they could be of that fellowship, 

And we all spoke out our hearts and minds, and 
without regret. 

And then I was sent off to South Wei, 
smothered in laurel groves, 

And you to the north of Raku-hoku 

Till we had nothing but thoughts and memories in 
common. 

And then, when separation had come to its worst, 

We met, and travelled into Sen-Go, 

Through all the thirty-six folds of the turning and 
twisting waters, 
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Into a valley of the thousand bright flowers, 

That was the first valley; 

And into ten thousand valleys full of voices and pine- 
winds. 

And with silver harness and reins of gold, 

Out came the East of Kan foreman and his company. 

And there came also the ‘True man’ of Shi-yo to meet 
me, 

Piaying on a jewelled mouth-organ. 

In the storied houses of San-Ko they gave us more 
Sennin music, 

Many instruments, like the sound of young phoenix 
broods. 

The foreman of Kan Chu, drunk, danced because his 
long sleeves wouldn’t keep still 

With that music playing, 

And I, wrapped in brocade, went to sleep with my 
head on his lap, 

And my spirit so high it was all over the heavens, 

And before the end of the day we were scattered like 
stars, or rain z 

I had to be off to So, far away over the waters, 

You back to your river-bridge. 


And your father, who was brave as a leopard, 
Was governor in Hei Shu, and put down the bar- 
barian rabble. 
And one May he had you send for me, 
despite the long distance. 
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And what with broken wheels and so on, I won’t say it 
wasn’t hard going, 

Over roads twisted like sheep’s guts. 

And I was still going, late m the year, 
in the cutting wid from the North, 

And thinking how little you cared for the cost, 
and you caring enough to pay it. 

And what a reception: 

Red jade cups, food well set on a blue jewelled table, 

And I was drunk, and had no thought of returning. 

And you would walk out with me to the western corner 
of the castle, 

To the dynastic temple, with water about it clear as 
blue jade, 

With boats floating, and the sound of mouth-organs 
and drums, 

With ripples like dragon-scales, going grass-green on 
the water, 

Pleasure lasting, with courtesans, going and coming 
without hindrance, 

With the willow flakes falling like snow, 

And the vermilioned girls getting drunk about sunset, 

And the water, a hundred feet deep, reflecting green 
eyebrows 

—KEyebrows painted green are a fine sight in young 
moonlight, 

Gracefully painted— 

And the girls singing back at each other, 

Dancing in transparent brocade, 
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And the wind lifting the song, and interrupting it, 
Tossing it up under the clouds. 
And all this comes to an end. 
And is not again to be met with. 
I went up to the court for examination, 
Tried Layu’s luck, offered the Choyo song, 
And got no promotion, 
and went back to the East Mountains 
White-headed. 


And once again, later, we met at the South bridge- 
head. 
And then the crowd broke up, you went north to San 
palace, 
And if you ask how I regret that parting: 
It is like the flowers falling at Spring’s end 
Confused, whirled in a tangle. 
What is the use of talking, and there is no end of 
talking, 
There is no end of things in the heart. 
I call in the boy, 
Have him sit on his knees here 
To seal this, 
And send it a thousand miles, thinking. 
By Rihaku 
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NEAR PERIGORD 


A Perigord, pres del muralh 
Tan que i puosch’ om gitar ab malh. 


You’d have men’s hearts up from the dust 

And tell their secrets, Messire Cino, 

Right enough? Then read between the lines of Uc St. 
Cire, 

Solve me the riddle, for you know the tale. 


Bertrans, En Bertrans, left a fine canzone: 
‘Maent, I love you, you have turned me out. 
The voice at Montfort, Lady Agnes’ hair, 
Bel Miral’s stature, the viscountess’ throat, 
Set all together, are not worthy of you... .’ 
And all the while you sing out that canzone, 
Think you that Maent lived at Montaignac, 
One at Chalais, another at Malemort 

Hard over Brive—for every lady a castle, 
Each place strong. 


Oh, is it easy enough? 
Tairiran held hall in Montaignac, 
His brother-in-law was all there was of power 
In Perigord, and this good union 
Gobbled all the land, and held it later for some 
hundred years. 
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And our En Bertrans was in Altafort, 
Hub of the wheel, the stirrer-up of strife, 
As caught by Dante in the last wallow of hell— 
The headless trunk ‘that made its head a lamp’, 
For separation wrought out separation, 
And he who set the strife between brother and 
brother 
And had his way with the old English king, 
Viced in such torture for the ‘counterpass’. 
How would you live, with neighbours set about you— 
Poictiers and Brive, untaken Rochecouart, 
Spread like the finger-tips of one frail hand; 
And you on that great mountain of a palm— 
Not a neat ledge, not Foix between its streams, 
But one huge back half-covered up with pine, 
Worked for and snatched from the string-purse of 
Born— 

The four round towers, four brothers—mostly fools: 
What could he do but play the desperate chess, 
And stir old grudges? 

‘Pawn your castles, lords! 
Let the Jews pay.’ 

And the great scene— 
(That, may be, never happened!) 

Beaten at last, 
Before the hard old king: 

‘Your son, ah, since he died 
My wit and worth are cobwebs brushed aside 
In the full flare of grief. Do what you will.’ 
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Take the whole man, and ravel out the story. 
He loved this lady in castle Montaignac? 
The castle flanked him—he had need of it. 
You read to-day, how long the overlords of Perigord, 
The Talleyrands, have held the place; it was no 
transient fiction. 


And Maent failed him? Or saw through the scheme? 


And all his net-like thought of new alliance? 
Chalais is high, a-level with the poplars. 
Its lowest stones just meet the valley tips 
Where the low Dronne is filled with water-lilies. 
And Rochecouart can match it, stronger yet, 
The very spur’s end, built on sheerest cliff, 
And Malemort keeps its close hold on Brive, 


While Born, his own close purse, his rabbit warren, 
His subterranean chamber with a dozen doors, 
A-bristle with antenne to feel roads, 

To sniff the traffic into Perigord. 

And that hard phalanx, that unbroken line, 

The ten good miles from there to Maent’s castle, 
All of his flank—how could he do without her? 
And all the road to Cahors, to Toulouse? 

What would he do without her? 


‘Papiol, 
Go forthright singing—Anhes, Cembelins. 
There is a throat; ah, there are two white hands; 
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There is a trellis full of early roses, 

And all my heart is bound about with love. 
Where am I come with compound flatteries— 
What doors are open to fine compliment?’ 
And every one half jealous of Maent? 

He wrote the catch to pit their jealousies 
Against her; give her pride in them? 


Take his own speech, make what you will of it 
And still the knot, the first knot, of Maent? 


Is it a love poem? Did he sing of war? 
Is it an intrigue to run subily out, 
Born of a jongleur’s tongue, freely to pass 
Up and about and in and out the land, 
Mark him a craftsman and a strategist? 
(St. Leider had done as much as Polhonac, 
Singing a different stave, as closely hidden.) 
Oh, there is precedent, legal tradition, 
To sing one thing when your song means another, 
‘Et albirar ab lor bordon é 
Foix’ count knew that. What is Sir Bertrans’ singing? 
Maent, Maent, and yet again Maent, 
Or war and broken heaumes and politics? 


Ii 
End fact. Try fiction. Let us say we see 
En Bertrans, a tower-room at Hautefort, 


Sunset, the ribbon-like road lies, in red cross-light, 
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Southward toward Montaignac, and he bends at a 
table 

Scribbling, swearing between his teeth; by his left 
hand 

Lie little strips of parchment covered over, 

Scratched and erased with al and ochaisos. 

Testing his list of rhymes, a lean man? Bilious? 

With a red straggling beard? 

And the green cat’s-eye lifts toward Montaignac. 


Or take his ‘magnet’ singer setting out, 
Dodging his way past Aubeterre, singing at Chalais 
In the vaulted hall, 
Or, by a lichened tree at Rochecouart 
Aimlessly watching a hawk above the valleys, 
Waiting his turn in the midsummer evening, 
Thinking of Aelis, whom he loved heart and soul... 
To find her half alone, Montfort away, 
And a brown, placid, hated woman visiting her, 
Spoiling his visit, with a year before the next one. 
Little enough? 
Or carry him forward. ‘Go through all the courts, 
My Magnet,’ Bertrans had said. 
We came to Ventadour 
In the mid love court, he sings out the canzon, 
No one hears save Arrimon Luc D’Esparo— 
No one hears aught save the gracious sound of com- 
pliments. 
Sir Arrimon counts on his fingers, Montfort, 
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Rochecouart, Chalais, the rest, the tactic, 

Malemort, guesses beneath, sends word to Cceur-de- 
Lion: 

The compact, de Born smoked out, trees felled 

About his cattle, cattle driven out! 

Or no one sees it, and En Bertrans prospered? 


And ten years after, or twenty, as you will, 
Arnaut and Richard lodge beneath Chalus: 
The dull round towers encroaching on the field, 
The tents tight drawn, horses at tether 
Farther and out of reach, the purple night, 
The crackling of small fires, the bannerets, 
The lazy leopards on the largest banner, 
Stray gleams on hanging mail, an armourer’s torch- 
flare 
Melting on steel. 


And in the quietest space 
They probe old scandals, say de Born is dead; 
And we’ve the gossip (skipped six hundred years). 
Richard shall die to-morrow—leave him there 
Talking of trobar clus with Daniel. 
And the ‘best craftsman’ sings out his friend’s song, 
Envies its vigour . .. and deplores the technique, 
Dispraises his own skill?—That’s as you will. 
And they discuss the dead man, 
Plantagenet puts the riddle: ‘Did he love her?” 
And Arnaut parries: ‘Did he love your sister? 
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True, he has praised her, but in some opinion 
He wrote that praise only to show he had 
The favour of your party; had been well received.’ 
*You knew the man.’ 

‘You knew the man.’ 
‘I am an artist, you have tried both métiers.” 
‘You were born near him.’ 

‘Do we know our friends?’ 
‘Say that he saw the castles, say that he loved Maent!’ 
‘Say that he loved her, does it solve the riddle?’ 

End the discussion, Richard goes out next day 

And gets a quarrel-bolt shot through his vizard, 
Pardons the bowman, dies, 

Ends our discussion. Arnaut ends 
‘In sacred odour’—(that’s apocryphal!) 
And we can leave the talk till Dante writes: 
Surely I saw, and still before my eyes 
Goes on that headless trunk, that bears for light 
Its own head swinging, gripped by the dead hair, 
And like a swinging lamp that says, ‘Ah me! 
I severed men, my head and heart 


Ye see here severed, my life’s counterpart.’ 


Or take En Bertrans? 


lil 


Ed eran due in uno, ed uno in due. 


Inferno, XXVIII, 125 


Bewildering spring, and by the Auvezere 
Poppies and day’s eyes in the green émail 
Rose over us; and we knew all that stream, 
And our two horses had traced out the valleys; 
Knew the low flooded lands squared out with poplars, 
In the young days when the deep sky befriended. 
And great wings beat above us in the twilight, 
And the great wheels in heaven 
Bore us together... surging... and apart... 
Believing we should meet with lips and hands, 
High, high and sure... and then the counter-thrust: 
“Why do you love me? Will you always love me? 
But I am like the grass, I cannot love you.’ 
Or, ‘Love, and I love and love you, 
And hate your mind, not you, your soul, your hands.’ 


So to this last estrangement, Tairiran! 


There shut up in his castle, Tairiran’s, 
She who had nor ears nor tongue save in her hands, 
Gone—ah, gone—untouched, unreachable! 
She who could never live save through one person, 
She who could never speak save to one person, 
And all the rest of her a shifting change, 
A broken bundle of mirrors... ! 
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E. P. ODE POUR L’ELECTION 
DE SON SEPULCRE 


I 
For three years, out of key with his time, 
He strove to resuscitate the dead art 
Of poetry; to maintain ‘the sublime’ 
In the old sense. Wrong from the start— 


No, hardly, but seeing he has been born 

In a half-savage country, out of date; 

Bent resolutely on wringing lilies from the acorn; 
Capaneus; trout for factitious bait; 


“T8pev yap to rave”, da” évi Tpotin 
Caught in the unstopped ear; 
Giving the rocks small lee-way 


The chopped seas held him, therefore, that year. 


His true Penelope was Flaubert, 

He fished by obstinate isles; 
Observed the elegance of Circe’s hair 
Rather than the mottoes on sundials. 


Unaffected by ‘the march of events’, 

He passed from men’s memory in l’an trentiesme, 
De son eage; the case presents 

No adjunct to the Muses’ diadem. 
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il 
The age demanded an image 
Of its accelerated grimace, 
Something for the modern stage, 
Not, at any rate, an Attic grace; 


Not, not certainly, the obscure reveries 
Of the inward gaze; 

Better mendacities 

Than the classics in paraphrase! 


The ‘age demanded’ chiefly a mould in plaster, 
Made with no loss of time, 

A prose kinema, not, not assuredly, alabaster 
Or the ‘sculpture’ of rhyme. 


il 
The tea-rose tea-gown, etc. 
Supplants the mousseline of Cos, 
The pianola ‘replaces’ 
Sappho’s barbitos. 


Christ follows Dionysus, 
Phallic and ambrosial 
Made way for macerations; 
Caliban casts out Ariel. 


All things are a flowing, 
Sage Heracleitus says; 


ol 


But a tawdry cheapness 
Shall outlast our days. 


Even the Christian beauty 
Defects—after Samothrace: 
We see 70 Kahov 

Decreed in the market-place. 


Faun’s flesh is not to us, 
Nor the saint’s vision. 
We have the Press for wafer; 


Franchise for circumcision. 


All men, in law, are equals. 

Free of Pisistratus, 

We choose a knave or an eunuch 
To rule over us. 


O bright Apollo, 

TW’ avdpa, tiv Hpwa, Tiva Bedv, 
What god, man, or hero 

Shall I place a tin wreath upon! 


IV 
These fought in any case, 
and some believing, 


pro domo, in any case... 


52 


Some quick to arm, 

some for adventure, 

some from fear of weakness, 

some from fear of censure, 

some for love of slaughter, in imagination, 
learning later... 

some in fear, learning love of slaughter; 


Died some, pro patria, 
non ‘dulce’ non ‘et decor’... 
walked eye-deep in hell 
believing in old men’s lies, then unbelieving 
came home, home to a lie, 
home to many deceits, 
home to old lies and new infamy; 
usury age-old and age-thick 
and liars in public places. 


Daring as never before, wastage as never before. 
Young blood and high blood, 
fair cheeks, and fine bodies; 


fortitude as never before 


frankness as never before, 

disillusions as never told in the old days, 
hysterias, trench confessions, 

laughter out of dead bellies. 
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24 
MAUBERLEY 


1920 


“Vacuos exercet aera morsus.’ 


Turned from the ‘eau-forte 
Par Jaquemart’ 

To the strait head 

Of Messalina: 


‘His true Penelope 
Was Flaubert,’ 
And his tool 

The engraver’s. 


Firmness, 
Not the full smile, 
His art, but an art 
In profile; 


Colourless 

Pier Francesca, 

Pisanello lacking the skill 
To forge Achaia. 
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II 


‘Qu’est-ce qu ils savent de amour, et qu’est-ce qu'ils peuvent 
comprendre? 

‘S'ils ne comprennent pas la poésie, sils ne sentent pas la 
musique, qu’est ce qu ils peuvent comprendre de cette passion en 
comparaison avec laquelle la rose est grossiére et le parfum des 
violettes un tonnerre?” 


Carp Aut 


For three years, diabolus in the scale, 
He drank ambrosia, 

All passes, ANANGKE prevails, 

Came end, at last, to that Arcadia. 


He had moved amid her phantasmagoria, 
Amid her galaxies, 
NUKTIS “AGALMA ‘ 


© . . . . . 


Drifted .. . drifted precipitate, 
Asking time to be rid of ... 

Of his bewilderment; to designate 
His new-found orchid... . 


To be certain... certain... 


(Amid aerial flowers) . . . time for arrangements— 
Drifted on 


To the final estrangement; 
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Unable in the supervening blankness 
To sift to AGATHON from the chaff 
Until he found his sieve... 


Ultimately, his seismograph: 


—Given that is his ‘fundamental passion’, 
This urge to convey the relation 

Of eyelid and cheek-bone 

By verbal manifestations; 


To present the series 
Of curious heads in medallion— 


He had passed, inconscient, full gaze, 
The wide-banded irides 

And Botticellian sprays implied 

In their diastasis; 


Which anesthesis, noted a year late, 
And weighed, revealed his great affect, 
(Orchid), mandate 

Of Eros, a retrospect. 


Mouths biting empty air, 

The still stone dogs, 

Caught in metamorphosis, were 
Left him as epilogues. 
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‘THE AGE DEMANDED’ 


Vide page 51 


For this agility chance found 
Him of all men, unfit 

As the red-beaked steeds of 
The Cytherzan for a chain bit. 


The glow of porcelain 
Brought no reforming sense 
To his perception 

Of the social inconsequence. 


Thus, if her cobour 

Came against his gaze, 
Tempered as if 

It were through a perfect glaze 


He made no immediate application 

Of this to relation of the state 

To the individual, the month was more temperate 
Because this beauty had been. 


The coral isle, the lion-coloured sand 
Burst in upon the porcelain reverie: 
Impetuous troublimg 
Of his imagery 
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Mildness, amid the neo-Nietzschean clatter, 
His sense of graduations, 

Quite out of place amid 

Resistance to current exacerbations, 


Invitation, mere invitation to perceptivity 
Gradually led him to the isolation 

Which these presents place 

Under a more tolerant, perhaps, examination. 


By constant elimination 
The manifest universe 
Yielded an armour 

Against utter consternation 


A Minoan undulation, 

Seen, we admit, amid ambrosial circumstances, 
Strengthened him against 

The discouraging doctrine of chances, 


And his desire for survival, 

Faint in the most strenuous moods, 
Became an Olympian apathein 

In the presence of selected perceptions. 


A pale gold, in the aforesaid pattern, 
The unexpected palms 

Destroying, certainly, the artist’s urge, 
Left him delighted with the imaginary 
Audition of the phantasmal sea-surge, 
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Incapable of the least utterance or composition, 
Emendation, conservation of the ‘better tradition’, 
Refinement of medium, elimination of superfluities, 
August attraction or concentration. 


Nothing, in brief, but maudlin confession, 
Irresponse to human aggression, 

Amid the precipitation, down-float 

Of insubstantial manna, 


Lifting the faint susurrus 
Of his subjective hosannah. 


Ultimate affronts to 


Human redundancies; 


Non-esteem of self-styled ‘his betters’ 
Leading, as he well knew, 


To his final 
Exclusion from the world of letters. 
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Shades of Callimachus, Coan ghosts of Philetas 
- Itis in your grove I would walk, 
I who come first from the clear font 
_ Bringing the Grecian orgies into Italy, 
and the dance into Italy. 
Who hath taught you so subile a measure, 
in what hall have you heard it, 
What foot beat out your time-bar, 
what water has mellowed your whistles? 


Out-weariers of Apollo will, as we know, continue their 
Martian generalities, 
We have kept our erasers in order. 
A new-fangled chariot follows the flower-hung horses; 
A young Muse with young loves clustered about her 
ascends with me into the aether,... 
And there is no high-road to the Muses. 


Annalists will continue to record Roman reputations, 

Celebrities from the Trans-Caucasus will belaud Roman 
celebrities 

And expound the distentions of Empire, 


But for something to read in normal circumstances? 
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For a few pages brought down from the forked hill 
unsullied? 
I ask a wreath which will not crush my head. 
And there is no hurry about it; 
I shall have, doubtless, a boom after my funeral, 
Seeing that long standing increases all things 
regardless of quality. 


And who would have known the towers 

pulled down by a deal-wood horse; 
Or of Achilles withstaying waters by Simois 
Or of Hector spattering wheel-rims, 
Or of Polydmantus, by Scamander, or Helenus and 

Deiphoibos? 
Their door-yards would scarcely know them, or Paris. 
Small talk O Ilion, and O Troad 
twice taken by Oetian gods, 

If Homer had not stated your case! 


And I also among the later nephews of this city 
shall have my dog’s day 
With no stone upon my contemptible sepulchre, 
My vote coming from the temple of Phoebus in Lycia, 
at Patara, 
And in the mean time my songs will travel, 
And the devirginated young ladies will enjoy them 
when they have got over the strangeness, 
For Orpheus tamed the wild beasts— 
and held up the Threician river 
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And Citharaon shook up the rocks by Thebes 
and danced them into a bulwark at his pleasure, 

And you, O Polyphemus? Did harsh Galatea almost 

Turn to your dripping horses, because of a tune, under 
Aetna? 

We must look into the matter. 

Bacchus and Apollo in favour of it, 

There will be a crowd of young women doing homage to 
my palaver, 

Though my house is not propped up by Taenarian 
columns from Laconia (associated with Neptune 
and Cerberus), 

Though it is not stretched upon gilded beams; 

My orchards do not lie level and wide 

as the forests of Phaecia, 
the luxurious and Ionian, 

Nor are my caverns stuffed stiff with a Marcian 
vintage, 

(My cellar does not date from Numa Pompilius, 

Nor bristle with wine jars) 

Yet the companions of the Muses 

will keep their collective nose in my books, 
And weary with historical data, they will turn to my 


dance tune. 


‘Happy who are mentioned in my pamphlets, 
the songs shall be a fine tomb-stone over their 


beauty. 
But against this? 
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Neither expensive pyramids scraping the stars in their 
route, 
Nor houses modelled upon that of Jove in East Elis, 
Nor the monumental effigies of Mausolus, 
are a complete elucidation of death. 
Flame burns, rain sinks into the cracks 
And they all go to rack ruin beneath the thud of the 
years. 


Stands genius a deathless 


adornment, 
a name not to be worn out with the years. 
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DIFFERENCE OF OPINION WITH 
LYGDAMUS 


Tell me the truths which you hear of our constant 
young lady; 
Lygdamus, 
And may the bought yoke of a mistress lie with 
equitable weight on your shoulders; 
For I am swelled up with inane pleasurabilities _ 


and deceived by your reference 
To things which you think I would like to believe. 


No messenger should come wholly empty, 
and a slave should fear plausibilities; 
Much conversation is as good as having a home. 
Out with it, tell it to me, all of it, from the beginning, 


_ I guzzle with outstretched ears. 


Thus? She wept into uncombed hair, 
And you saw it, 
Vast waters flowed from her eyes? 
You, you Lygdamus 
Saw her stretched on her bed— 
it was no glimpse in a mirror; 
No gawds on her snowy hands, no orfevrerie, 
Sad garment draped on her slender arms, 
Her escritoires lay shut by the bed-feet. 
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Sadness hung over the house, and the desolated female 


attendants 
Were desolated because she had told them her dreams. 


She was veiled in the midst of that place, 

Damp woolly handkerchiefs were stuffed into her 
undryable eyes, 

And a querulous noise responded to our solicitous 
reprobations. 
For which things you will get a reward from me, 

Lygdamus? 
To say many things is equal to having a home. 


And the other woman ‘has not enticed me 
by her pretty manners, 
‘She has caught me with herbaceous poison, 
she twiddles the spiked wheel of a rhombus, 
‘She stews puffed frogs, snake’s bones, the moulted 


feathers of screech owls, 


‘She binds me with ravvles of shrouds. 
‘Black spiders spin in her bed! 
Let her lovers snore at her in the morning! 
‘May the gout cramp up her feet! 
“Does he like me to sleep here alone, Lygdamus? 
“Will he say nasty things at my funeral?’ 


And you expect me to believe this 
after twelve months of discomfort? 
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The twisted rhombs ceased their clamour of 
accompaniment. 

The scorched laurel lay in the fire-dust, 

And the moon still declined wholly to descend out of 


heaven. 
But the black ominous ow] hoot was audible, 


And one raft bears our fates 
on the veiled Jake toward Avernus 
Sails spread on Cerulean waters, I would shed tears for 
two; 
I shall live, if she continue in life. 
If she dies, I shall go with her. 

Great Zeus, save the woman, 

or she will sit before your feet in a veil, 

and tell out the long list of her troubles. 


2 
Persephone and Dis, Dis, have mercy upon her, 


There are enough women in hell, 
quite enough beautiful women 


lope, and Tyro, and Pasiphae, and the formal girls of 
Achaia, 
And out of Troad, and from the Campania, 
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Death has its tooth in the lot, % 
Avernus lusts for the lot of them, 

Beauty is not eternal, no man has perennial fortune, 

Slow foot, or swift foot, death delays but for a season. 


3 
My light, light of my eyes, 
you are escaped from great peril, 
Go back to great Dian’s dances bearing suitable gifts, 
Pay up your vow of night watches 
to Dian goddess of virgins, 
And unto me also pay debt, 
The ten nights of your company you have pro- 
mised me. 
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CANTO I 


And then went down to the ship, 

Set keel to breakers, forth on the godly sea, and 

We set up mast and sail on that swart ship, 

Bore sheep aboard her, and our bodies also 

Heavy with weeping, and winds from sternward 

Bore us out onward with bellying canvas, 

Circe’s this craft, the trim-coifed goddess. 

Then sat we amidships, wind jamming the tiller, 

Thus with stretched sail, we went over sea till day’s 
end. 

Sun to his slumber, shadows o’er the ocean, 

Came we then to the bounds of deepest water, 

To the Kimmerian lands, and peopled cities 

Covered with close-webbed mist, unpierced ever 

With glitter of sun-rays. 

Nor with stars stretched, nor looking back from heaven 

Swartest night stretched over wretched men there. 

The ocean flowing backward, came we then to the place 

Aforesaid by Circe. | 

Here did they rites, Perimedes and Eurylochus, 

And drawing sword from my hip 

I dug the ell-square pitkin; 

Poured we libations unto each the dead, 

First mead and then sweet wine, water mixed with 


white flour. 
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Then prayed I many a prayer to the sickly death’s- 
heads; 
As set in Ithaca, sterile bulls of the best 
For sacrifice, heaping the pyre with goods, 
A sheep to Tiresias only, black and a bell-sheep. 
Dark blood flowed in the fosse, 
Souls out of Erebus, cadaverous dead, of brides, 
Of youths and of the old who had borne much; 
Souls stained with recent tears, girls tender, 
Men many, mauled with bronze lance heads, 
Battle spoil, bearing yet dreory arms, 
These many crowded about me; with shouting, 
Pallor upon me, cried to my men for more beasts; 
Slaughtered the herds, sheep slain of bronze; 
Poured ointment, cried to the gods, 
To Pluto the strong, and praised Proserpine; 
Unsheathed the narrow sword, 
I sat to keep off the impetuous impotent dead, 
Till I should hear Tiresias. 
But first Elpenor came, our friend Elpenor, 
Unburied, cast on the wide earth, 
Limbs that we left in the house of Circe, 
Unwept, unwrapped in sepulchre, since toils urged 
other. 
Pitiful spirit. And I cried in hurried speech: 
‘Elpenor, how art thou come to this dark coast? 
‘Cam’st thou afoot, outstripping seamen?” 
And he in heavy speech: 
‘Ill fate and abundant wine. I slept in Circe’s ingle. 
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“Going down the long ladder unguarded, 
‘I fell against the buttress, 


__ ‘Shattered the nape-nerve, the soul sought Avernus. 


“But thou, O King, I bid remember me, unwept, 
unburied, 

“Heap up mine arms, be tomb by sea-bord, and 
inscribed: 

‘A man of no fortune, and with a name to come. 

‘And set my oar up, that I swung mid fellows.’ 


And Anticlea came, whom I beat off, and then Tiresias 
Theban, 
Holding his golden wand, knew me, and spoke first: 
‘A second time? why? man of ill star, 
‘Facing the sunless dead and this joyless region? 
‘Stand from the fosse, leave me my bloody bever 
‘For soothsay.’ 
And I stepped back, 
And he strong with the blood, said then: ‘Odysseus 
‘Shalt return through spiteful Neptune, over dark 
seas, 
‘Lose all companions.’ And then Anticlea came. 
Lie quiet Divus. I mean, that is Andreas Divus, 
In officina Wecheli, 1538, out of Homer. 
And he sailed, by Sirens and thence outward and away 
And unto Circe. 
Venerandam, 
In the Cretan’s phrase, with the golden crown, 
Aphrodite, 
7] 


Cypri munimenta sortita est, mirthful, oricalchi, with 
golden 

Girdles and breast bands, thou with dark eyelids 

Bearing the golden bough of Argicida. So that: 


2B aD 
CANTO II 


Hang it all, Robert Browning, 

there can be but the one ‘Sordello’. 
But Sordello, and my Sordello? 
Lo Sordels si fo di Mantovana. 
So-shu churned in the sea. 
Seal sports in the spray-whited circles of cliff-wash, 
Sleek head, daughter of Lir, 

eyes of Picasso 
Under black fur-hood, lithe daughter of Ocean; 
And the wave runs in the beach-groove: 
‘Eleanor, €\évaus and €\érroXs!” 

And poor old Homer blind, blind, as a bat, 
Ear, ear for the sea-surge, murmur of old men’s voices: 
‘Let her go back to the ships, 
Back among Grecian faces, lest evil come on our own, 
Evil and further evil, and a curse cursed on our 

children, 

Moves, yes she moves like a goddess 
And has the face of a god 

and the voice of Schoeney’s daughters, 
And doom goes with her in walking, 
Let her go back to the ships, 

back among Grecian voices.’ 
And by the beach-run, Tyro, 

Twisted arms of the sea-god, 
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Lithe sinews of water, gripping her, cross hold, 
And the blue-gray glass of the wave tents them, 
Glare azure of water, cold-welter, close cover. 
Quiet sun-tawny sand-stretch, 
The gulls broad out their wings, 

nipping between the splay feathers; 
Snipe come for their bath, 

bend out their wing-joints, 
Spread wet wings to the sun-film, 
And by Scios, 

to left of the Naxos passage, 
Naviform rock overgrown, 

alge cling to its edge, 
There is a wine-red glow in the shallows, 

a tin flash in the sun-dazzle. 


The ship landed in Scios, 
men wanting spring-water, 
And by the rock-pool a young boy loggy with vine- 
must, 
‘To Naxos? Yes, we'll take you to Naxos, 
Cum’ along lad.’ ‘Not that way!’ 
‘Aye, that way is Naxos.’ 
And I said: ‘It’s a straight ship.’ 
And an ex-convict out of Italy 
knocked me into the fore-stays, 
(He was wanted for manslaughter in Tuscany) 
And the whole twenty against me, 
Mad for a little slave money. 
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And they took her out of Scios 


Z And off her course... 


And the boy came to, again, with the racket, 
And looked out over the bows, 
and te eastward, and to the Naxos passage. 
God-sleight then, god-sleight: 
Ship stock fast in sea-swirl, 
Ivy upon the oars, King Pentheus, 
grapes with no seed but sea-foam, 
Ivy in scupper-hole. 
Aye, I, Accetes, stood there, 
and the god stood by me, 
Water cutting under the keel, 
Sea-break from stern forrards, 
wake running off from the bow, 
And where was gunwale, there now was vine- 
trunk, 
And tenthril where cordage had been, 
grape-leaves on the rowlocks, 
Heavy vine on the oarshafts, 
And, out of nothing, a breathing, 
hot breath on my ankles, 
Beasts like shadows in glass, 
a furred tail upon nothingness. 
Lynx-purr, and heathery smell of beasts, 
where tar smell had been, 
Sniff and pad-foot of beasts, 
eye-glitter out of black air. 
The sky overshot, dry, with no tempest, 
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Sniff and pad-foot of beasts, 

fur brushing my knee-skin, 
Rustle of airy sheaths, 

dry forms in the ether. 
And the ship like a keel in ship-yard, 

slung like an ox in smith’s sling, 
Ribs stuck fast in the ways, 

grape-cluster over pin-rack, 

void air taking pelt. 
Lifeless air become sinewed, 

feline leisure of panthers, 
Leopards sniffing the grape shoots by scupper-hole, 
Crouched panthers by fore-hatch, 
And the sea blue-deep about us, 

green-ruddy in shadows, 
And Lyeus: ‘From now, Aceetes, my altars, 
Fearing no bondage, 

Fearing no cat of the wood, 
Safe with my lynxes, 

feeding grapes to my leopards, 
Olibanum is my incense, 

the vines grow in my homage.’ 
The back-swell now smooth in the rudder-chains, 
Black snout of a porpoise 

where Lycabs had been, 
Fish-scales on the oarsmen. 

And I worship. 
I have seen what I have seen. 


When they brought the boy I said: 
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“He has a god in him, 
| though I do not know which god.’ 
_ And they kicked me into the fore-stays. 
I have seen what I have seen: 
Medon’s face like the face of a dory, 
Arms shrunk into fins. And you, Pentheus, 
Had as well listen to Tiresias, and to Cadmus, 
or your luck will go out of you. 
Fish-scales over groin muscles, 
lynx-purr amid sea... 
And of a later year, 
pale in the wine-red alge, 
If you will lean over the rock, 
the coral face under wave-tinge, 
Rose-paleness under water-shift, 
Ileuthyeria, fair Dafne of sea-bords, 
The swimmer’s arms turned to branches, 
Who will say in what year, 
fleeing what band of tritons, 
The smooth brows, seen, and half seen, 
now ivory stillness. 
And So-shu churned in the sea, So-shu also, 
using the long moon for a churn-stick ... 
Lithe turning of water, 
sinews of Poseidon, 
Black azure and hyaline, 
glass wave over Tyro, 
Close cover, unstillness, 
bright welter of wave-cords, 
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Then quiet water, 
quiet in the buff sands, 
Sea-fowl stretching wing-joints, 
splashing in rock-hollows and sand-hollows 
In the wave-runs by the half-dune; 
Glass-glint of wave in the tide-rips against sunlight, 
pallor of Hesperus, 
Grey peak of the wave, 
wave, colour of grape’s pulp, 


Olive grey in the near, 
far, smoke grey of the rock-slide, 
Salmon-pink wings of the fish-hawk 
cast grey shadows in water, 
The tower like a one-eyed great goose 
eranes up out of the olive-grove, 


And we have heard the fauns chiding Proteus 

in the smell of hay under the olive-trees, 
And the frogs singing against the fauns 

in the half-light. 
And sv 
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CANTO XLV 
With Usura 3 


: 
With usura hath no man a house of good stone 
each block cut smooth and well fitting 

that design might cover their face, 

with usura 

hath no man a painted paradise on his church wall 
harpes et luthes 

or where virgin receiveth message 

and halo projects from incision, 

with usura 

seeth no man Gonzaga his heirs and his concubines 
no picture is made to endure nor to live with 

but it is made to sell and sell quickly 

with usura, sin against nature, - 

is thy bread ever more of stale rags 

is thy bread dry as paper, 

with no mountain wheat, no strong flour 

with usura the line grows thick 

with usura is no clear demarcation 

and no man can find site for his dwelling. 

Stone cutter is kept from his stone 

weaver is kept from his loom 

WITH USURA 

wool comes not to the market — 

sheep bringeth no gain with usura 
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Usura is a murrain, usura 

blunteth the needle in the maid’s hand 

and stoppeth the spinner’s cunning. Pietro Lombardo 

came not by usura 

Duccio came not by usura 

nor Pier della Francesca; Zuan Bellin’ not by usura 

nor was ‘La Calunnia’ painted. 

Came not by usura Angelico; came not Ambrogio 
Praedis, 

Came no church of cut stone signed: Adamo me fecit. 

Not by usura St Trophime 

Not by usura Saint Hilaire, 

Usura rusteth the chisel 

It rusteth the craft and the craftsman 

It gnaweth the thread in the loom 

None learneth to weave gold in her pattern; 

Azure hath a canker by usura; cramoisi is unbroidered 

Emerald findeth no Memling 

Usura slayeth the child in the womb 

It stayeth the young man’s courting 

It hath brought palsey to bed, lyeth 

between the young bride and her bridegroom 

CONTRA NATURA 

They have brought whores for Eleusis 

Corpses are set to banquet 

at behest of usura. 
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